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Brab. Why, wherefore askfiycu this ? 
dag, Zounds fir you are robd , for ftwme put on your eowne 
Your heart is burft,you hauc loft halfe your (oule : * 

Eucn now, very uow,an old blatkc Ram ’ 

Is tuppingyour white Ewc;arife,arife, 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe the Diuel! will make a Grandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 

Brab. Whit, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moft rcuerend Seignior, doe you know my voyce? 

Bra. Not I,what are you? 

Bod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra, The worfe welcome, 


* hauc charg d thee, not to haunt about my dotes. 

In honeft p!aincneflc,thou haft heard me lay 
My daughter is not for thee.and now in madrtes. 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious braucty,doft thou come 
Toftarcmyqnict? 

Rod. Sir,fir,fir. 

Bra. But thoumuft needcs be fiire 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir. 

Bra. What, tell ft thou me of robbing? this is Vtniee. 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Braba»tia y 
I« firnplc and pure foule I come to you. 

lag. Zouns Sir,you arc one ofthofe, that will uot feVue Gqd'Jf 
the Dcutl bid you. B .caufc we come to doe you fcruice,you thinke 
we are Ruffian*, youlc haue your daughter couercd with a Barbary 
horfe; youle haue your Nephewes ney to youjyoule haucCourfers 
ror Coufens,and lennits for Itrmans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 
hg. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Mo«re,are now making t^e Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art avillaine. . i ? 

dag. You are a Senator. 

Bra. 


ooreof Venice. 

Br*. This thou (halt anfwer,! know thee Riderigt, 
Rid. Sir,I will anfwer any thing : But I befeech fOMj 
If {he be in her cbamber,or your .houfe. 

Let loofc on me th e Juftice ®f the Irate, 

• For this ddufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder., Ho: 

Ciue me a taper,call vp all my people : 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

IBeleefe of it oppteffes me already : 

Light I fay,light. 

lag. Farewell, for Imuftleaueyou, 

It feemes not meete, par wholefomc to my pate, 

I To be produc’d,as iifTftay I fhall 

Againft the Moore, for 1 doe know the Rate, 

How euer this may gaule him with fome checke. 
Cannot with fafety caft him,fbr hec’s imbark’d. 

With fuchloud reafon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which oien now Rands in a&,that for their foulcs. 
Another of his fathome,they haue not 
Toleade their bufineffc,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for necelfity of prefent life , 

I mull (hew out a fir g,and figne of loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall fureiy 
Finde him •• lead to the S agittar.the raifed feasch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 


Exit. 

Enter Barbant jo in his ttighi gome .and praam* 
mtk Torek ts. 

Bra, It is too true an cuii),gone (be is. 

And what’s to come,of my deipifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Rtdtrigo, 

Where didft thou (ce her; O vnhappy girle. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father? 

c bou know twas fhe? O thou decciueft me 
Paft thought : what. faid ffec to you? get more tapers, 
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